"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

mighty force bends it from its path. This, he says, is
the first law of motion. He lies.

CHARLES. And what do you say, Mr Kneller?

KNELLER. Sir: I do not say: I know. The right line,
the line of beauty, is a curve. My hand will not draw a
straight line: I have to stretch a chalked string on my
canvas and pluck it. Will you deny that your duchess
here is as famous for her beauty as the Psyche of the
divine Raphael? Well, there is not a straight line in
her body: she is all curves.

BARBARA [outraged^ rising] Decency, fellow! How
dare you?

CHARLES. It is true, Barbara. I can testify to it.

BARBARA. Charles: you are obscene. The im-
pudence! [She sits"].

KNELLER. The beauty, madam. Clear your mind of
filth. There is not a line drawn by the hand of the
Almighty, from the rainbow in the skies to the house
the snail carries on his back, that is not a curve, and a
curve of beauty.

NEWTO N. Does the apple fall in a curve ?

KNELLER. Yes: its path is part of a curve too mighty
for you to conceive. The path of the world curves, as
you yourself have shewn; and as it whirls on its way it
would leave your apple behind if the apple fell in a
straight line. Motion in a curve is the law of nature;
and the law of nature is the law of God. Go out into
your garden and throw a stone straight if you can.
Shoot an arrow from a bow, a bullet from a pistol, a
cannon ball from the mightiest cannon the King can
lend you, and though you had the strength of Her-
cules, and gunpowder more powerful than the steam
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